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The   Love  Game 


Once    in    the  winter 

On   a   day    very  cold, 

Born    into   the  world 

Was    a    boy    small    yet  bold. 


Born    in    the  summer 
On   a   day   quite  fair, 
Was   a   beautiful  girl 
With    shiny    gold  hair 


The   years    passed  by 

Thev    ventured    into    the  world, 

The    first   day   of  school 

For    the   boy   and    the  girl. 


They   were   strangers   at  first 

For   many   a   day  , 

They    knew  only 

Of    school,    work   and  play. 

As   years   were  passing 
Friends    they  became, 
The    boy   and    the  girl 
Played   children's  games. 


It   happened    in    the  summer 
During    the   course   of   a  day, 
They    began    to   see   each  other 
In   a   different  way. 

They   were   playing  now 
A   game    that   was  new, 
That   game   was   called  love 
And   it   was  true. 


As    they    became  older 
And    their    lives   were  changing, 
The   game   they  played 
Was  rearranging. 

Born   in    the  world 

In   a   sad   sort   of  way, 

Was   a   beautiful  boy 

On   a  cold   winter's  day. 


They   grew   up   too  fast 
Became   adults    too  soon, 
The   song    that    they  sang 
Was   not   always   in  tune. 


Life    is  a  circle 

And    love   is   a   game  , 

One    is    the  fire 

The   other    feeds    the  flame. 


The  circles  of  life 
Go  round  and  round, 
Love  is  the  destiny 
To   which   all   are  bound. 


Jeve t  Cook 


A   friend   will   never   walk   away,    nor  leave 

to  walk   alone,    always   on   either  side; 
Someone   who   doesn't   mind  sharing 

the   good   and    bad  times-leaving 

nothing   to   hide ; 
To   say   "thank   you"  would   never  be 

enough   to   show   the   true  feeling 

of   gratefulness . 
Never   forget-   a   friend   will   always  be 

there   to   talk   and    listen,    laugh   and  cry; 
Do   not   ask   for    things  impossible; 

only   look   for   new   ideas  and 

ways   to   continue   to  try. 

Stacy   Wi 1 liams 
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First   Day   of  Class 


It's   the   first   day   of  class, 

my   knees   are   both  shaking. 

What   kind    of    notes    should    I    be  taking? 

Does    the    professor    look  mean? 
Or   does    she   seem  sweet? 
Should    I    sit    in    the    front  row? 
Or   take  a   back  seat? 


Th  p 

1  11  c 

students 

look  sha 

r  P  i 

much 

smarter 

than    I  ; 

I'm 

getting 

depressed 

I  th 

ink   I  mi 

gh t  cry. 

The 

prof   seems   upset ; 

it's 

not   a  g 

ood  start 

All 

I   hear  i 

s   the  pou 

nd  in  g 

of  m 

y   own    t  r 

emb 1 ing  h 

ear  t  . 

The 

syllabus 

seems  ha 

rd, 

the 

assignme 

n  t  s    too  1 

ong  ; 

If  I 

'm  going 

to  pass 

I'll 

have  to 

work  all 

along 

I   need   some  water; 
I   need   a   long  walk. 
Just   how   much  longer 
is    she   going    to  talk? 

Now   the   girl    there   beside  me 
Looks    pleasant  enough; 
But   she's   probably  engaged 
To   some   local  tough. 

Seems   we've   been   here  forever; 
how   long   will    this  last? 
Thank   goodness    there's  only 
One    first   day   of  class! 

Maria   H.  Dunham 


4 


Where   have   you  gone? 

What   about   those  promises? 

This   instrument's   nothing   without  you... 

In   my  life. 

Where   have   you  gone? 

Will   I   see   you  again? 

This   emptiness   is   more   than   I   can  stand. 

They   say   I'm  crazy 

For   wondering  about  you. 

You've   meant   so   much   to  me 

What   else   can   I  do? 

Can   you   really   leave  me  here 

All   alone   in    the  dark. 

Won't   you   help   me   find   my   way   back  home? 

How   could    it   end   so  fast? 
Took    too   long   to  create. 

Don't   let    'em   take   you   away   from  me... 
Oh   no,    no  .  .  . 

You're   the   other   part   of  me- 

But   you   know   that   oh   so  well. 

Put   back   the   pieces  where   they  go... 

Put   back   the   pieces  where   they  go. 

Barbara  McGee 
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New  Days 

Your    first   day   is   filled   with  anticipation 

Wondering   if   you   will   make    friends   and    if    there  would 
ever    be  conversation 

Moving    into    your    room,    going    up    the    flight    of  stairs 

Hoping   you   don't    fall,    being    the   laughingstock   of    the  year 

After    moving    into    your    tomb,    taking    care   of    all  that 

Now   it   was    time    to   move   on    to    the   next  step 

Stopping    the    first    soul    that    you    have    seen   come   and  go 

Pointing   on   a    piece   of    paper,    asking   where   is    the  place 
and    how  will    we   ever    find    it  alone 

As    you    and    your    family    move   on    to    find    this  place 

Trying    to    smile   and    not    show   anticipation    on    your  face 

When   all    the   business   is    finally    all    rounded  up 

And    it's    time   to   say    goodbye,    as   tears   fall    enough  to 

fill   a  cup 

As    you    stand    saying   now   I    stand    here   all  alone 

Wondering   if    the   next    soul   will    be   a   friend   or   enemy  who 
comes    trotting  along 

Now   it    is   time    to   put   your    head    on   a   pillow   to  sleep 

Praying    to    the   Lord;    Thank   you    for    the   first    day    but  there 
is   still    the    first  week. 

LaWechee   L.  Champion 
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My    Most    Embarrassing  Moment 


It   all    started   with   graduation.      The  money    just  seemed 
to   roll    in.      And   what   do   I   do,    I    buy   "the   skirt."     The  skirt 
was   plaid-pink,    blue,    green   and   a   hint   of   yellow.      The  skirt 
was   unique.      Slightly,    above    the   knee   with   a   kick    pleat  for 
an   added    touch   of   elegance.      Need    I   say  more. 

Summer   vacation   was   long,    and   hot.      It   didn't   bother  me 
too   much,    because   I   had   my    trusted    friend.      Plaid  skirt 
covered    the  malls,    the   supermarkets,    rehearsals   and  even 
Carowinds.      The   plaid    skirt    turned   heads  wherever   I  went. 
Everybody    liked   it   except   one   person   -   my   dad.      His  favorite 
expression,    "I   hate    that   skirt,"   didn't   stop   us  though. 
Plaid   and    I   had   a   long   summer  acquaintance. 

Finally,    the   first   day   of   college,    Baptist   College  at 
Charleston.      What    to  wear   -   plaid   what   else!      Plaid   and  I 
arrived   early   on   campus.      A   dash   here   and   a   dash   there.  Did 
heads   turn?     Of   course.    My    trusted    friend   and    I   started  out 
for    the   registrar's   office.      On   my   way   out   of    the  women's 
dorm,    what   do   you   think   happened?     Well   my   feet    tricked  me 
and    I   went    for   a   little   slide   and   what   did    I   hear?  Rip! 
Rip!      Plaid   had    torn   all    the   way   up   the   back.      I   hoped  and 
wanted    the   ground    to   open  up. 

To   my   dismay    it   did   not   compensate   me.      What   do    I  do 
now?     What   else,    I   hold    plaid   and   walk   sideways   -   no  problem. 
Walking   sideways   I   go   to  my    friend's   dorm,    and   she   gives   me  a 
pair   of   pants   to   wear.      With   deep   regret   plaid   had   to  be 

retired,    and   my    dad    is  happy. 
Valenc  ia  Hill 
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Mother   My  Friend 


My    life   yesterday,    a  hollow 

My    love,    my    goals,    my  future 
Shattered    before  me. 

Things   bent   and  buckled 
Beneath   my    tired  soul. 

But   she   was  there. 
Her    life   in  disarray, 

No  matter... 
Hold   fast,    steady   as   she  goes! 

Her   iron  defenses, 
Emotions   like   fine   china  abide. 

Fine   then,    all's  well. 
But   where   is   her  friend? 

The   one   she   needs   to   lend   a  helping  hand. 
Shall   I  wait   for   the   perfect   moment   to  console? 

When   all   is   well    in   my  life. 
I've   had    so   much   --  Time. 

Time   to   dream,    to   love,    to  grow. 
Time   to  give. 

Time  . 

She   gave   that   to  me. 

Like   life's   emotions,    the   tide  changes 
Carrying   sand   adrift   only    to   renew  itself... 

In  time. 
I  have 

Iron   defenses  , 
Emotions   like   fine   china  abide. 

Life   in  disarray 
No  matter... 

Hold   fast,    steady   as   she  goes! 
I   have   dreamed   new  dreams 

Loved   more  abundantly 

Grown 

In  time 
To  give 

And    be   her    friend  . 

C.J.  Parker 
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War    is  Hell 


All    of    the    fortune   and  fame 

Have    left   my  sight. 

All    that    is  left 

Is   my    fear    of    the  night. 

Like   a  farmer 

I    prepared    the  ground. 

Not    for   a  garden 

But   a   place    to   lie  down. 


I    never  know 
Where    I'll    rest  my 
I    try    not    to  think 
Of   what    lies  ahead. 


head 


All    that    is  here 

For   me    to  see, 

Are    the    bugs   and    the  snakes 

Which    sleep   with  me. 

Of  ten   at    night , 

An   owl   will  hoot. 

Is    it   a  sniper 

Giving    the    signal    to  shoot? 

As   I    see   a  flare 


Light 

up    the    sky  , 

I  pray 

to  God 

That  I 

will    not  d 

i  e  . 

As   I  t 

ry    to  take 

cover 

Behind 

a   t ree  , 

I  feel 

a   sharp  pa 

i  n 

Biting 

at    me  . 

The  bu 

llet   has  st 

o  p  ped 

Deep  i 

n   my  chest. 

I  sit 

down   and  ho 

pe 

And  pr 

ay    for  the 

best  . 

If   I    live    through    this  war, 
I'll   have   a   story    to  tell 
And    I'll    back   up    the  statement 
That   War    is  Hell. 


Steve  Shelton 
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Friendship 


At    times   we   may    feel   so  alone 

But    there   is   always   a   shoulder   to   lean  on; 

A   friend   to   help   carry    the  load 

Down   a   long,    dark   endless  road; 

Someone   to   create   the   smiles   and   wipe   the  tears, 
Lift   up   the   spirits   and   ease   the  fears; 
In   days   unseen,    days   seem   to   be  bright- 
Somehow   to   realize   there   is  a  light; 
Moments   are   treasured   and   made   to  last- 
Each   day   is   special-   present   and  past; 
Many   dreams   and   goals   to  share, 
Ways   to   show  how  much   there   is  care; 
Few   can   find    such   a   special  friend- 
One   who   will   honestly   wait   to   the  end; 
A   true   friend   is   not   easy    to  be, 
But    they'll   always   remain-   you'll  see!!! 

Stacy  Williams 
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To    A    Friend,    From    A  Friend 


Back    and    forth,    one    to  another; 
Always   d i f ferent,    yet    the  same. 
Once   again,    we  disagree, 
Similar    problems  —  change    the  names. 


What    did   we   accomplish?      Little,    I  fear, 
Except    hurt    ourselves   and    each   other   even  more. 
Then,    the    song    returns-- could    it    he    true — 
"That's   what    friends   are  for?" 


Two,    three,    four    years   we've   lived    in    this  place, 

Time   spent   or   remaining,    insignificant   and  fleeting. 

There've    been   many   acquaintances,    fewer  friends, 

But    the   closest   ones   are    those   hearts   we   now   set  weeping. 


Is    this    being    too    harsh   or    hard    on  ourselves? 

Are   we    the   monsters   we   may  appear? 

It    is   not   us   who   makes    that  decision, 

But    those   who   watch    and    learn,    I  fear. 


"We 

are  one 

in    the    bond  of 

lo 

v  e  " 

--so 

it    s  a  v  s  , 

And 

that's  t 

rue   at    t  imes ,  s 

a  i 

d  i 

n    h  u 

gs   and  tears. 

The 

way    we  t 

r ea  t    each  other 

d 

oe  s 

n  '  t 

show  it; 

That 

' s  true 

most    often,  man 

if 

est 

ing 

mv    worst  fears. 

Don  ' 

t   we  see 

what   we're   d o  i 

ng 

t  o 

eac 

h  other? 

Miss 

poken  —  o 

r    much  spoken-- 

w 

o  r  d 

s  we 

can't    really  mean 

Love 

bears , 

believes,  hopes 

» 

end 

u  r  e  s 

everything 

And 

doesn' t 

quit    or   stab    b  a 

ck 

to 

c  a  u 

se    hurts  unseen. 

Let* 

s    face  i 

t    guys,    we  all 

bl 

0  w 

it  a 

t  times. 

That 

'  s  when 

we   need  patienc 

e 

and 

for 

giveness. 

But 

ft  ow  long 

will    it    take  u 

s 

to 

lear 

n    to    love  — 

Love 

those  w 

ho   need   us  most 

I  n 

eed 

you,    I  confess. 

It's    not    selfish    to   want    time   and  attention; 

We   all   need   TLC   to   survive   around  here. 

Who   can   we    turn    to,    though,    if   we're   all  fighting 

With    ourselves,    our    friends    from    these    tough  years? 


1  2 


We're  not  the  only  friends  we 
But  face  it  folks,  for  better 
What  do  we  do  with  what  we've 
Throw   them   away,    shrug   it  off 


have;    there's   others   all  around 
or   worse,   God's   put   us  here. 
shared--the   laughter   and  tears? 
--or   once   again   draw  near? 


"I    love   you"   can   be   often   said,    and   mean   so   much,    or  little; 

The  actions   behind   it   truly   show  our  hearts. 

Will  we   be   one   in  mind   and   spirit,    as  God  ordained, 

Or   will   we   be   divided,    far  apart? 


Our   witness   to   others   of   a   forgiving,    Godly  love 
Will   perish    in   light   of   how  we   now  behave. 
Can   we   start   anew,    forgive   the  past, 
And    love   with   the   love   that   Jesus  gave? 

We   can't   expect   perfection   from  any   human  being, 
Nor   expect   to  know   the   deepest   secrets   of   the  soul; 
To   be  willing   to   listen   and   love   and   share   and  smile, 
To    trust,    to   encourage,    to   inspire   towards   every  goal. 

I   need   you   guys,    and   really   hope   and    pray    the   best    for  you. 
Can   you   understand   at   all   where   I'm  coming  from? 
How  can  we   love   a   dying  world,    yet   tear   our   friends  apart? 
Lord,    please   bring   us   close   to   you;    unite   our   hearts  as  one. 


Brenda  Morton 
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Romantic  Reality 


I   went    to    the   bridge   for    an  hour 
or    t wo . 

To   gather   my    thoughts   and  think 

about   you  . 
As   I  watched   the   water   go  down 

the  stream 
My   mind   was   at   ease;    I  was  lost 

in  a  dream 
I   imagined   a  vision   of   us  both 

running   f ree . 
Lost   in   love;    a   romantic  love 

story  . 

And   then   I   awakened   and  what 

did   I   see . 
A  dream   come   true   -  you  loving 

me  . 

Dawn  McGuire 
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Two   Different  People 


Two   different  people 
From   two   different  places. 
Two   different  bodies 
With   two   different  faces. 

Two   different  people 
From   two   different  lives 
Two   who   were  living 
Too   many  lies. 

Two   different  people 

Born   in   two   different  seasons 

Two   different  attitudes 

For    two   different  reasons. 

Two   different  people 
With    two   different  names 
Yet,    two   different  people 
Are   somehow   the  same. 

Steve  Shelton 
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Condemn 


Who   gave    you  the  command 

To   determine  if    I   would  stand, 

If    I,    like   a  monkey,    would  fall 

At    the   sound  of   your  call? 

Does   it   upset    you    in   great  measure 
That   I   feel  pleasure? 
Do    you    find   me   to   be   a  square 
Since   I   act   as    though   I    don't  care? 

Because    I   have   my   way   of    folding  clothes 
Or    holding    tissue   when   I    blow  my  nose. 
Does   that    give   you    the  immunity 
To   declare   me  guilty? 

Yes,    I   hold   my    head   up  high 
As    though   I'll   never  die. 
For    you   don't   even    come  near 
As    to   bring   me   a   little  fear. 

With  much  hatred  you  haven't  judged  them 
But    I,    a   friend,    you   have  condemned. 


Chavez  M .    A m  a  k  e  r 
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What    is   a  Friend? 

A   friend    is   someone  who: 
sticks   by   you    through   thick   and  thin, 
cheers   you   up  when   you're   down,  and 
stands   by   your    side   no   matter  what! 
When   everything   is   going  wrong 
and   you    think    that    the   whole   world  hates 
you   your   friend    should   be  there. 
FRIENDS   should   PRAY  together, 
LAUGH   together,    CRY  together, 
and   STAY  together! 

Kand  i  e  Smith 
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To   A    Fa  Icon 


Do   not    look   at   me   with    such  distain, 
Because    I'm    bound    to   earth    by   an   iron  chain. 

You   are    free    to   explore    the    boundless  sky, 
I   must    be    swallowed    by   a   metal   monster  in 
order    to  fly. 

You    can   make   your   own    pathways   where   you  want 
to  go. 

I    can   only    follow   where    these   ribbons   of  black 
flow. 

Is    that    sad    pity    I    see    in    your   unblinking  eye, 
For    this   miserable   captive   in   a   metal  tomb 
going  by. 

Could   we   change   places,    you   and  I? 

Why    do   I    have   to   be   chained    to    the  earth? 

Why    can't    I   freely  fly? 

Loubie  Gav  O'Neil 
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A  Journey 


I   hear   a   knock   on    the   door    in    the  den. 

No   one   there.      It   must   be   the  wind. 

Drowsiness    takes   over   my  eyes. 

To   bed    I   go,    may   I   dream  of   blue  skies. 

My   head   heavy   and   my   consciousness   fading  fast, 

I   still   can't   sleep;    I   am  aghast. 

I   hear   a   knock   upon   my   window  pane. 

What   is   this?      Am   I   going  insane? 

My   head   groggy,    I   take   a  peek. 

"We  must   go   now  my  lady," 

I   heard   a   voice  speak. 

Then,    drifting   through    the  clouds, 

I   see   my   dreams  pass-by. 

Who   are   you?     Why   me?  Why? 

Maybe    the   Spirit   of   death,    but   I   am  alive. 

Still,    through   the   fog,    this   entity   and    I  drive. 

We   land    in   a  meadow,    and    I   begin   to   say    the   Lord's  Prayer 

It   occurred    to   me   then,    my    life   this   being   would   not  spare. 

I   saw   its    face,    so   empty   of  feeling. 

Could    it    have    been    not   me,    but    himself    he   was  killing? 

I   looked   again,    and    in   its   eyes    I   saw,    hatred,    hunger,    and  a 

thousand   unborn  babies. 
At    that   moment,    I   know   this   trip  was   meant    for   me,    no  maybes. 
This   ghostly   essence  was   up;    you   and  me. 

It   was   our   pains,    our   wrong   doings,    and   our    sins   you  see. 

For    in   its   eyes   it   was   telling   me   the   fate   of  tomorrow. 

It   was   telling   us    to   change,    or    face   horrible  sorrows. 

In   mv    bed   again;    I   open   my  eyes. 

Ahh,    clear    blue  skies. 

In   my   heart   a   message   was  engraved: 

"Help  me   please,    souls   must    be  saved." 

My   journey    has   just  begun. 

A   promise   must   be  done. 


C.    Denise  Brown 
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Windmills   of   My  Eyes 


What   do   you  see 

When   you're   looking   at  me? 

One   who   is  decent 

And  innocent? 

Or   do   you    see   a  child 

That   has   grown  wild? 

Through    the   windmills   of   my  eyes 

I'm   an   enemy   of   many  spies. 

When   you're   looking   at  me 

At   how   I   am   suppose   to  be, 

I ' m  wa t ching  you 

And    the    things   you  do. 

I    too   play    the  game 

That   has   no  name. 

Being   that   I  am   like   day   and  night, 
I    see   everything   in   black   and  white. 

By    the   windmills   of   my  eyes, 

I    see   straight   through   your  lies. 

I    listen    to   your  words 

As   you   chirp   like  birds. 

I    see    through   your    bogus  grin 

and    the   dirt   under   your  chin. 

I    see   the    trail   of   a   dry  tear 

That   you   hide   with  fear. 

So    the   next    time   you  decide 

To   tell   me  what   I   feel  inside, 

Remember,    my    fire   is   always  burning. 

My   windmills   are   constantly  turning. 

If    you   were  close 

As    to   be   right   upon   my  nose, 

You   would    see    the    spinning  wheels 

Through   the   windmills   of   my  eyes. 

Chavez   M.  Amaker 
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Just   A   Little   More  Time 


When   I   was   a   young  boy 

I   called    to  my  dreams 

I   prayed   to   a  God   that  would  know 

I   walked   a   thousand   miles   to   take   one  step 

Then   one   day,    I   found  myself 
lost    in    the  sand 
staring   at   the   foolish  stars 
So   wise   I   claim   to  be 

Now   I   see   the  sunlight 
And    it   shines   in   my  eyes 

I   will   keep   my   distance   from   the  shore 

I   understand    the   mystery,    that   I   tried   to  ignore 

Just   a   little   more   time   is   all    I'm   asking  for 
Just   a   little   more    time,    could   open   closed  doors 
I   bite   the   hand   that   cuts   the  arm 
And   when   my    story   is   finally  told 

I   will   be  gone 

because   the  night 

Is   becoming   cool   and  dark 

And    I   see   no   light,    no   light,  no. 


Mark  Barton 
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My    heart   was    taken    from   my  soul 

And    thrown   to    the   ground   in   winter  cold 

There   I   sat   with   tears   in   my  eyes 

Watching   you   tell   even  more  lies 

I   cried   and   cried   and    then   could   not  wa 

I    turned   my    back   and    shut    that  gate. 

For   it   was   then   that   I   could  see 

That   I   could   be   great   and   still   be  me 

You   aren't   needed;    not   by  me 

For    I    found   him   and   happy   we'll  be. 

Dawn  McGuire 
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English  Class   in   the   Psych  Lab 


Teaching   English   in   the   psychology  lab, 
At    first    I    thought   --   Gee!    This   is  bad! 
The   desks   don't  move, 
My    books   aren't  here, 

What   if   white   mice   just   suddenly  appear? 


The   students   there   seem  a  mile  away; 

What   kind   of   attention   can    they    possibly  pay? 

The   class   is  huge, 

Some   might    feel  lost. 

Will    I   know   their   names   before   the   first  frost? 


Now,    schedules   don't   always   follow   the  dots, 
One   class   is   meeting   in   the    parking  lot; 
We're   all  confused; 
Will    things   get  better? 

Will   we   have   to   write  a   protesting  letter? 


But    then    it   gradually   comes   to  me, 

One   thing   education   is   supposed   to  be, 

Besides   confusion   at   the  start, 

Aside   from   anxiety   on   the  rise 

Good   learning   has    the   element   of  surprise. 


So,    we   shall   persist   in   the   psychology  lab 
Even    in   some   experiments   we   might  dab; 
And    into   our  reading 
And   writing   we'll  glide, 

With   Adler   and  Jung   and   Freud   at   our  side. 


Mar  la   H .  Dunham 
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The   Hi  11" 


Upon   entering   Liberty   Hill,    you'll    only    see   the  outside 
of    the    neighborhood.      It's    different    from   any    other  neighbor- 
hood   because   it    is   separated    by   a   major   highway.  Driving 
through   you'll   see   a   supermarket   and   a   gas   station.      A  little 
further    you'll    see:      a    building   consisting   of   a    diner,  a 
barber    shop,    and   apartments   on    top;    next    to   that    is  a 
remodeled   church.      Twenty    yards   away   on    the   left    is   a  bar 
called   Al's   Place.      Across    the   street    is   a   motel    named  Golden 
Dreams.      On    the   other   side   of    the   street    is   Felix  Pickney's 
Community   Center   and    swimming   pool.      Next,    there    is    the  wall 
that    surrounds   a    low- income   housing   unit.      Ten    yards  from 
there    is   a   gas   station,    turned    into   a   place   where    people  meet 
and    gamble   illegally.      A   little    beyond    that    is   a  nightclub 
that    has    been   closed    down.      Next    door    is    the  nightclub's 
competition,    The   Cherokee   Lounge.      I    believe    this    is   why  it 
has   closed    down.      Across    from    there   are    the    train  tracks 
which   means   you're   out   of   Liberty  Hill. 

Inside    out    this    neighborhood    you   wouldn't    believe  some 
of    the    things   that    happened    there,    but   its    their  lifestyle. 
There   are   numerous    places    for   adults    to   rendezvous.  Besides 
the   church   on    the   highway,    there    are    four    more    to  be 
included.      Also,    there   are    two   schools    that   were   shut  down. 
There   is   also  a   street   where   all    the   winos   and    drunks  hang 
out   all   day.      Also    '.here's    the   two    laundromats   and  a 
drycleaners,    with   a    lawyer's   office   next  door. 
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For   some   reason,    all   of    this   blends   into   a   certain  blend 
of    lifestyle    for   its   residents.      They   have    transformed  the 
outer   area   and    inner   area   of   the   neighborhood    into   a  place 
where   their    lifestyle   is   practiced.      For   instance,    the  pool, 
the  wall   of    the   low-income   housing,    and   certain  street 
corners   are  meeting   or   hanging   out   places   for    the  teenagers 
and   some   adults.      The   community   has   its   share   of  drug 
sellings,    illegal   gambling,    and   sale  of   illegal   alcohol,  but 
the   residents   cope   with   these   problems   as   best    they  can. 
Also   there   is   occasional   harassment   by   the   police.      In  which, 
at   particular    times    the   community   needs   them.      At    times  they 
are   needed,    but   not   always.      In   reality   this   is   their  own 
lif esty le . 


Anonymous 
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1988  Sefer  Staff 
David  Boggs 
Juli  Gum 
Hope  Harrison 
Dawn  McGuire 

Lori  Sauls 
Steve  Shelton 

Advisor  Jan  Wiles 


Special   thanks   to  Charles   Staats   of   the  art 
department    for   his   art   contributions   and  to 
the   faculty   Student   Publications   Committee  for 
their   support   and   assistance   in   making  this 
year's   SEFER  possible. 


